Bidder would be there, and all the Cahills and the Fussells,
and his sister-in-law, Mrs Warrington Wilcox, had for-
tunately got back from her tour round the world. Henry
she loved, but his set promised to be another matter. He
had not the knack of surrounding himself with nice people
~ indeed, for a man of ability and virtue his choice had
been singularly unfortunate; he had no guiding principle
beyond a certain preference for mediocrity; he was content
to settle one of the greatest things in life haphazard, and
so, while his investments went right, his friends generally
went wrong. She would be told, 'Oh, So-and-so's a good
sort - a thundering good sort,5 and find, on meeting him,
that he was a brute or a bore. If Henry had shown real
affection, she would have understood, for affection explains
everything. But he seemed without sentiment. The * thunder-
ing good sort' might at any moment become ea fellow for
whom I never did have much use, and have less now', and
be shaken off cheerily into oblivion. Margaret had done
the same as a schoolgirl. Now she never forgot anyone for
whom she had once cared; she connected, though the con-
nexion might be bitter, and she hoped that some day
Henry would do the same.
Evie was not to be married from Ducie Street. She had a
fancy for something rural, and, besides, no one would be in
London then, so she left her boxes for a few weeks at Oniton
Grange, and her banns were duly published in the parish
church, and for a couple of days the little town, dreaming
between the ruddy hills, was roused by the clang of our
civilization, and drew up by the roadside to let the motors
pass. Oniton had been a discovery of Mr Wilcox's - a
discovery of which he was not altogether proud. It was up
towards the Welsh border, and so difficult of access that
he had concluded it must be something special. A ruined
castle stood in the grounds. But having got there, what was
one to do? The shooting was bad, the fishing indifferent,
and women-folk reported the scenery as nothing much.
The place turned out to be in the wrong part of Shropshire,
damn it, and though he never damned his own property
aloud, he was only waiting to get it off his hands, and then
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